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LINES 

COMPOSED  FOE  THE 

Occasion  op  the  Meeting  in  Connection  with  the 
CLOSE  OF  THE  SUMMER  SESSION 

OF 

THE  REV.  C.  H.  SPURGEON'S  COLLEGE, 
July  31st  1863. 


BY    A    HIGHLANDER. 


Dear  Brethken, — 

To  me  it  affords  much  delight. 
To  be  present  with  you  at  this  meeting  to-night, 
I  found  great  delight  in  the  anticipation. 
But  greater  by  far  in  the  realization, 
I  am  happy,  not  merely  because  we  are  free 
To  laugh  and  be  merry,  eat  cake  and  drink  tea  ; 
None  having  occasion  to  stutter  and  stammer 
By  having  forgotten  his  lesson  in  grammar. 
And  none  being  placed  in  the  painful  position 
Of  having  to  solve  some  abstruse  proposition  ; 
Nor  any  compell'd,  with  hard  labour,  to  toil 
At  digging  up  roots,  tho'  not  out  of  the  soil ; 
And  that  all  who,  this  evening,  shall  stand  up  to  speak. 
May  use  the  pure  Saxon,  not  Latin  and  Greek. 

Nor  is  ours  the  wild  mirth  of  the  thoughtless  and  vain. 
Which  soon  must  give  place  to  compunction  and  pain ; 
AU  boisterous  now,  but  anon  'tis  forgot. 
Like  the  crackling  of  thorns  burning  under  a  pot. 
Oh !  no !  We  have  far  higher  sources  of  joy. 
And  far  nobler  objects  our  minds  to  employ. 
We  rejoice  that  to-night  as  we  meet  one  another. 
Each  sees  in  his  feUow  a  friend  and  a  brother ; 
No  matter  what  country  or  town  we  come  from. 
We  all,  I  am  sure,  feel  ourselves  quite  at  home. 
The  Celt  and  the  Saxon  no  longer  are  foes  ; 
The  Iamb  and  the  lion  together  repose. 
Far  otherwise  was  it  in  those  days  of  yore. 
When  our  forefathers  fought  amid  streams  of  red  gore. 


At  Bannockbum,  Prestonpans,  Falkirk,  and  Flodden, 

And  last  on  the  desperate  field  of  Culloden, 

Where  Cumberland's  troops  cut  the  Highlanders  down. 

And  Prince  Charlie  for  ever  lost  hope  of  the  crown. 

Then  bloodshed,  and  slaughter,  and  terror  did  reign. 

And  the  heather  was  dyed  with  the  blood  of  the  slain. 

Oh !  Happy  for  us  that  such  days  have  long  gone. 

And  that  Saxon  and  Celt  are  now  joined  into  one ; 

And  Saxon  oppresses  the  Gael  no  more. 

And  Donald  has  laid  down  his  dirk  and  claymore. 

And  both  are  united  together,  to  stand 

In  defence  of  our  Queen  and  our  dear  native  land. 

But  a  far  stronger  tie  binds  us  Christians  in  one. 
Than  aU  other  ties  that  are  under  the  sun ; 
By  God's  mighty  Spirit  rais'd  up  from  the  dead ; 
United  together  in  Jesus  our  head ; 
Wash'd  in  the  same  fountain  of  His  precious  blood  ; 
Tho'  strangers  before,  yet  now  children  of  God ; 
All  cloth'd  with  the  robe  of  His  pure  righteousness. 
And  standing  complete  in  that  glorious  dress ; 
In  heart  we  are  one,  and  in  spirit  and  aim. 
The  ground  of  our  trust,  and  our  comfort  the  same ; 
We  have  one  great  object,  God's  glory,  in  view. 
That  object  we  mean,  thro'  His  grace  to  pursue. 
We  rejoice  in  one  hope  of  the  glory  to  come ; 
One  Spirit  our  leader,  one  heaven  our  home. 

Forgotten  be  all  nationalities  here ; 
No  bond  of  mere  country  or  clan  is  so  dear. 
As  that  which  unites  us  together  in  love. 
Like  those  who  inherit  the  bright  realms  above ; 
For  the  blood  that  was  shed  on  Calvary's  cross. 
We  esteem  all  the  world's  brightest  glory  but  losa : 
And  we  are  resolv'd  for  the  le»e-of  His  name,      <^^ 
To  follow  our  Jesus  thro'  suff'ring  and  shame; 
And  the'  in  this  world  we  shall  have  tribulation. 
In  Him  we  have  peace,  joy,  and  strong  consolation ; 
Soon  shall  all  our  afflictions  and  trials  be  past. 
And  thro'  Him  shall  prove  more  than  conq'rors  at  last, 
And  to  boiTow  a  line  from  a  favourite  song, 
"The  way  may  be  rough,  but  it  cannot  be  long." 
But  while  we  are  here  we  have  battles  to  fight ; 
Then  let  us  be  strong  in  the  pow'r  of  His  might ; 
Not  like  our  forefathers,  in  those  days  of  yore. 
Who  sought  to  reach  glory  thro'  rivers  of  gore. 
With  far  other  foes  we  have  warfare  to  wage, 


Foes  mighty  and  cunning,  and  swelling  with  rage ; 

The  lion  that  roareth,  the  serpent's  dark  wiles. 

The  world  with  its  frowns,  and  sometimes  with  its  smiles, 

The  flesli  with  its  lustings  of  every  hue. 

Which  nought  but  the  power  of  grace  can  subdue ; 

And  lastly,  an  evil  and  desperate  heart. 

Even  leading  our  souls  from  our  God  to  depart. 

But  let  us  go  forth  in  the  sti'ength  of  the  Lord, 

And  take  in  our  hand  the  sharp  two-edged  sword. 

With  girdle  and  breast-plate,  with  helmet  and  shield. 

Let  us  march  to  encounter  the  foes  in  the  field. 

With  the  gospel  of  peace  let  our  feet  be  well  shod. 

And  all  follow'd  up  by  strong  prayer  to  God ; 

And  let  us,  as  soldiers,  all  hardness  endure. 

Our  Captain  is  glorious,  the  vict'ry  is  sure. 

The  weapons  of  war  shall,  ere  long,  be  laid  down. 

And  then  we  go  home  to  inherit  a  crown. 

Till  then  be  it  ever  our  purpose  and  aim. 

To  show  forth  the  praise  of  Emanuel's  name ; 

And  let  us  employ  ev'ry  talent  he  gave. 

To  point  dying  sinners  to  Him  who  can  save. 

We  are  bought  with  a  price,  and  we  are  not  our  own, 

O  !  then  let  us  live  unto  Jesus  alone. 

And  let  us  determine,  whate'er  may  betide. 

To  know  nothing  but  Jesus,  and  Him  crucified. 

O  I  may  this  "  one  idea  "  possess  ev'ry  soul. 

Till,  like  leaven  in  meal,  it  shall  leaven  the  whole, 

May  it  work,  and  ferment,  and  expand,  in  the  breast. 

And,  like  Aaron's  rod,  swaUow  up  all  the  rest ; 

Not  by  might  nor  by  power  can  this  work  be  done. 

But  by  the  Omnipotent  Spirit  alone. 

O !  then  let  us  earnestly  ask  Him  to  bless. 

And  crown  all  our  works  with  abundant  success. 

Nor  let  us  once  doubt,  but  the  promise  believe,— 

If  believing  we  ask,  we  shall  surely  receive, — 

And  when  He  is  pleas'd  our  endeavous  to  bless. 

And  grant  us  some  measure  of  real  success, 

O  !  let  us  remember,  in  every  case. 

To  ascribe  all  the  praise  to  His  sovereign  grace. 

Then  let  us  press  on  to  get  more  useful  knowledge. 

And  pray  that  His  blessing  may  rest  on  the  College, 

That  so  we  may  honour  our  glorious  Master, 

And  strengthen  the  hands  of  our  much  belov'd  Pastor. 

AbLISTBR  BAK. 


